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August |8th, 1114 


It's 1998 and Halloween is right around the corner. While everyone is preparing for the impending holiday, KISS is 
preparing for their "Psycho Circus" tour. Gene Simmons is in his LA home, going through his special "collection" 
of videos and photos of past sexual exploits. 


"Hm, | had forgotten about a few of these," Gene chuckled, picking up a few photos. He then notices a blank VHS 
tape. He was a stickler for labels. Why wasn't this one labeled? 


"Well, | don't have anything else to do for a while. | wonder what's on it," Gene popped it in the player and 
noticed static. "Maybe it's just old, it won't play anymore." 


After a few seconds, the static cleared and Gene noticed the date at the bottom. August I8th, 1914, the day of 
the infamous "Hotter Than Hell" photo shoot. It was his hotel room. There were women everywhere. Peter was 
sitting on the floor in front of Gene's bed with a voluptuous brunette. Ace and Paul were sitting in a corner, 
sharing a bottle of whiskey. Gene saw himself on the bed flanked by women. Ace finally stood up after a few 
minutes and motioned to Paul. Standing proved to be a little difficult for the Starchild and Gene giggled to 


himself. He continued to watch as Ace and Paul picked up the camera and walked out of the room. 


‘Oh my," said Gene. "Paul was beyond loaded. | wonder why they took my camera" 


"Damn, Paul. Nice ass," said Ace as he focused the camera on Paul's backside. Paul busted out laughing and 


stumbled into the wall. 


"ACEI! Did..did you ..take.did you take Gene's.uh.thing? CAMERA! Yeah, that's what that thing is!" Both Starchild 
and Celestial dissolved into a fit of giggles. 


"OF course, Curly! He didn't need it. He was too busy getting busy" Ace pointed the camera in Paul's face. 
"Close up, pretty boyll" 

"ACEI No, dontt..uhh, dontt do that," Paul slurred as he swatted the camera away. 

"Hey, | have more booze in my room, what do you say to round 2?" 


"Fuck it, I'm already drunk" The tape went blurry as Ace fiddled with the lock for a minute, they stumbled in 


the room. 


Ace sat the camera on the dresser and came into view. "These boots SUCK," declared Paul as he tossed 


himself on the bed 

"But they make your ass look good!" Ace collapsed on the bed next to him, clutching a bottle. 
"You know it! What.what is that?" Paul pointed to the bottle 

"Tequila. Wanna take shots?" 

al 


Gene was fascinated by what was unfolding in front of him. He was never a drinker, so he was only able to live 


vicariously through someone else. How could someone get that smashed? 


Shock Me 


Ace hopped up from the bed, dug around in the mini fridge and returned to a sprawled out Starchild with limes 
and a shaker of salt. 


"Where are the shot glasses? Or are we gonna take it straight from the bottle?" a very intoxicated Paul 


inquired. 

"I had a little something more fun in mind. Have you ever taken body shots?" 

Paul busted up laughing. "Ace! Are you fucking serious? You're not licking salt off of me!" 
"But it'll be fun!" begged Ace, straddling Paul's slender hips. 


"Fine," smirked Paul as he popped a lime between his crimson lips. Ace shook a little salt onto Paul's neck, licked 


it off, took a shot and... 

Gene stopped the tape. 

"No, no, no, nolll Oh my God. There's no way. | have to show them this 

Later that day, after rehearsal: 

"Geno, what has gotten into you?" Paul asked. "You're jumpy. Lighten up." 

"|, uhh, just didnt get a lot of sleep last night is all," Gene shrugged 

"| dont believe you. Something's bothering you," Paul continued to press his friend 


"Can | talk to you and Ace? | have something for you." 


Gene slunk into their dressing room with Paul following closely behind. Ace bounded into the room a few 


minutes later. 

"What's wrong with the olt Demon?" Ace shot a puzzled look at Paul. 

"Guys, | was going through some of my stuff today and | found something you guys might want to see," Gene 
shuffled through his bag and produced a VHS. "I only watched a little bit of it, but | think it's more suited for 


you two." 


"Genel Is this one of your weird little films?" Paul recoiled from the tape. 


"Nol It's from the ‘Hotter Than Hell shoot we did," Gene pushed the tape into Paul's hands. 
Ace cracked up. "Paul, you were so blitzed!" 


"You are one to talk! Even so, | don't remember much of that night” Paul playfully punched him in the 


shoulder. 


"I think this will clear up any confusion," said Gene. 


NOVEMBER 12, 1998, FLEET CENTER, BOSTON MASS. 


"THANK YOU! WE LOVE YOU, BOSTON! GOOD NIGHT!" Paul yelled into the microphone as fireworks took over the 
sky and a confetti storm engulfed them. 


"Hey Ace!" Walking off stage, Paul called to his band mate. "I still haven't watched that tape that Gene gave me. 


Do you wanna watch it together? We can poke fun at him." 
"Sure! I'll meet you in your room after we get all cleaned up." 


An hour later, Ace knocked on Paul's door. He was greeted to a vision of a barefoot Paul in sweats, holding a 


glass of red wine. 
‘Somebody looks comfy!" Ace snickered as he walked inside and plopped himself on the couch. 


| have a love/hate relationship with those boots. | love them, but damn, they hurt” Paul walked over to the 
TV and picked up the tape. "Well, should we see what's got Gene all flustered?" 


"Might as well, Curly." 

Paul popped the VHS in and motioned to the bottle of wine on the table. "Do you want any?" 

"Yeah, | am about to watch a ‘movie! that Gene recommended" 

Static and then, "Hey, Paul! Nice ass!" 

Paul and Ace looked at each other in shock. "We stole his camera??" Paul laughed, taking a sip of wine. 
"Wow, even blitzed, | can appreciate your backside." 


Paul nearly choked on his wine. "What did you just say?" 


"You have a nice ass. Just take the fucking compliment! Ace laughed, playfully punching Paul in the arm. 
"Hey look! You're on top of mel" Paul pointed to the screen, "ls, is that tequila?" 

"Did | just say ‘body shot?" 

"You just licked salt off my neck." Paul's voice faltered 

"We're kissing." Ace looked at Paul in shock, "Stop the tape! What the fucking hell?" 


Paul paused the tape and looked at the screen. The still was of Ace, straddling Paul's hips, their lips locked 


together in a passionate kiss, his arms around Ace's neck. 
"Whoa.honestly Ace, | wanna know what we do next." 


"I'm kinda hoping we pass out," muttered the Celestial. 


